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Anne Wallace was born in 1970 in Brisbane, where she lives and works today. 
She studied Visual Arts at the Queensland University of Technology between 
1988 and 1990. Wallace was awarded a Samstag Scholarship in 1993, enabling her 
to undertake a Masters Degree at the Slade School of Fine Art, University College 
London, from 1994 until 1996. She has exhibited regularly at the Darren Knight 
Gallery since 1992, and her work has been included in a number of curated 
group exhibitions in Australia. Her work has most recently been included in The 
Ten Commandments at the Dresden Hygiene Museum, Germany. Her work is held 
in a number of public and private collections.  
 
 
Anne Wallace’s work can be best described as a kind of “cinematic realism”. It’s 
not a realism that mythologises the image-world like Pop Art, nor does it rely on 
the Photorealist treatment of the prosaic as a hallucinogenic spectacle. Rather, 
she plays with cinema’s ability to manufacture experiences and to “stage” reality. 
The artist employs this schema to explore the distances between desire and 
reality, and between the seductive stories presented on screen and the mundane 
events that generally mark our own lives.  
 
Wallace’s realism unfolds within the cinematic frame of the mise-en-scène. This 
frame provides a familiar construction of experience as a glamorous performance 
that we identify with and seek to imitate. Yet, the frame is only a starting point 
for the artist. She uses it to welcome us in, but also to construct psychological 
paradoxes and portentous events that are not easily contained. Her nondescript 
cinematic frames are in fact stages on which she develops a narrative syntax that 
emphasises the incomplete and the open-ended. In “Sang-froid” a seated 
businesswoman contemplates a pistol she holds in her gloved hand; some act of 
violence is in the offering, yet she remains frozen in space, seemingly disarmed 
by dramatic anticipation. In a scene for a natural born killer, a lone hitchhiker 
stands beside a truck on a desolate roadside. Questions arise: is he the truck 
driver who has run out of petrol, or has he just murdered the truck driver? In 
another picture called “Writer’s Block” symbolism seems to drive a story in 
which a vulture prepares to prey on one’s fear of failure. Such works deliver 
uncanny scenes that are imbued with the kind of ominous signs seen in drama 
and horror genres. Yet, instead of blood we are presented with cold melodramas 
or generic events that refuse to entertain us with the usual denouements. 
 
There is also a lingering melancholia in Wallace’s work that is welded to the 
realisation that art, like cinema, deals with fabrications of the real. All is an 
apparition, and the fabulous life we imagine we can have and the seductive 
mirages we cling to, are the prerequisite tricks we play on ourselves to manage 
disappointments and to get through the day. Her work is therefore always 
somehow wiser after the fact. For it seems to say that the glamorous images in 
film and art do not offer us hope as much as empty rituals, and that ultimately, 
illusions can never be trusted. 
 
 
